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they deserved. By the way hither I had put to proof their liber-
anty; and finding that they were a couple of your close-fisted
gentry, I immediately determined to have amends of them. On
arriving at the inn, they asked the waiter what was to be had.
He, with his customary glibness of tongue, reckoned over all that
could be found in the house, and more than could be found. I
noticed their perplexity; they looked at one another, stammered,
and inquired about the cost. ' What is the use of all this study-
ing?' said I; ' the table is the lady's business, allow me to manage
it.' I immediately began ordering a most unconscionable dinner;
for which many necessary articles would require to be sent for
from the neighbourhood. The waiter, of whom, by a wry mouth
or two, I had made a confidant, at last helped me out; and so, by
the image of a sumptuous feast, we tortured them to such a degree
that they fairly determined on having a walk in the forest, from
which I imagine we shall look with clear eyes if we see them come
back. I have laughed a quarter of an hour for my own behoof; I
shall laugh forever when I think of the looks they had." At table,
Laertes told of similar adventures: they got into the track of
recounting ludicrous stories, mistakes and dextrous cheats.
A young man, of their acquaintance from the town, came
gliding through the wood with a book in his hand; he sat down
by them, and began praising the beauty of the place. He directed
their attention to the murmuring of the brook, to the waving of
the boughs, to the checkered lights and shadows, and the music
of the birds. Philina commenced a little song of the cuckoo, which
did not seem at all to exhilarate the man of taste; he very soon
made his compliments and went on.
" 0 that I might never hear more of nature, and scenes of
nature !" cried Philina so soon as he was gone : " there is nothing
in the world more intolerable than to hear people reckon up the
pleasures you enjoy. "When the day is bright you go to walk, as
to dance when you hear a tune played. But who would think a
moment on the music or the weather? It is the dancer that
interests us, not the violin; and to look upon a pair of bright
black eyes is the life of a pair of blue ones. But what on earth
have we to do with wells, and brooks, and old rotten lindens?"
She was sitting opposite to Wilhelm; and while speaking so, she
looked into his eyes with a glance which he could not hinder from
piercing at least to the very door of his heart.
"You are right," replied he, not without embarrassment;
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